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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
After writing several stories worth of Dave being a sadistic bastard, this is my attempt at the opposite. 
Don\'t know if it\'s worked or not.. 


There was a bar like it in every town and in every city of the world - dark, dingy, smoky and stinking of stale 
beer. There were enough nooks and crannies for the extremely horny and the extremely drunk to lose several 


hours in. Why get a room when the beer and the sex were on tap all in one place? 


For the redhead propping up the bar, that was exactly what was on his mind. Well, one icy cool beer after 
another anyway. And they kept on coming, one after another in a stream of free booze. The barman, it 
seemed, was a Megadeth fan. 


Right on cue, as the last dribbles of beer passed his lips, another bottle of beer, condensation slicking the cool 
surface, was placed in front of him, the barman acknowledging him with a nod before disappearing into the 
murk to serve another barfly. Leaning heavily against the bar, Dave cased the joint, hunting out someone for 


his entertainment. He was far from drinking his fill of the silky smooth beer, but it always went down better 


with someone hot to look at. The question was would it be pussy or dick tonight? So much choice and so little 
time. Maybe it was time to crack out the joke gift their sound guy had given him, the one he kept a well 
guarded secret from Junior; a doormat emblazoned with the word "NEXT!" in big black letters. He liked to sleep 
around from time to time, so fucking what, right? Everyone did it and he was a big bad, rock star. Besides, 
there were more flavours in the world than the vanilla fresh farm boy that rode his dick most nights. But 
sometimes he felt guilty about his infidelity. Sometimes. 


Turning his back to the bar, Dave scanned the smoke filled room once more. There were the usual suspects - 
girls in more fishnet than on a small trawler and men who had exceeded the maximum weight limit for their 
tight skinny jeans. The girls he'd have lined up like ducks in the blink of an eye but tonight was meat night, not 
fish. 


Huffing and rolling his eyes, Dave reached behind himself and picked up the beer, taking a long slug before 
twirling the bottle between his fingers. He was bored and he wanted entertaining. Someone had better turn up 


soon otherwise there'd be troub- 


‘Oh. My. GOD!" The ever increasing voice caused Dave to turn, eyes momentarily flashing with anger. There 
went "A night hopefully not being recognised by any-fucking-one" out the window. 


His eyes swept up the person beside him, taking in the black skinnies which looked like they'd been painted to 
the thin yet muscular legs. Above them was a tight, flat expanse of midriff. A torn "Property of Megadeth" t- 
shirt, torn off at the bottom to show the wonderfully tanned stomach, finished off the body. His eyes settled 
on the face, shimmering almond shaped eyes staring at him in wonder, a smile that could have lit up Vegas 


plastered on the man's pout lips and waves of thick, honey-brown hair falling over strong shoulders. 


Resting an elbow on the bar, he returned the man's wide smile, his own smug and almost patronising, watching 


as the slender man rocked excitedly on the balls of his feet. 


‘Oh my God, oh my God, I'm, like, your biggest fan!" the man exclaimed. "l-I can't believe you're here! l-l've just 


come from the show and, man, you rocked. Man, you rock harder than Hetfield ever can!" 
Now that made Dave's heart sing, and he drank up the fan's appreciative praise. 
"Oh really now?" he asked, coyly raising an eyebrow. "And how do | rock harder?" 


Sparkling hazel eyes looked straight at him and he hopped closer, trying to get into Dave's aura. Sitting himself 


on a stool, Dave opened his legs, smirking as he beckoned the man towards him. 
"Just because!" Hands were thrown in the air, the face shining with an almost lustful happiness. 


"No," Dave purred, cocking a finger before him, drawing the brunette closer and closer until he was standing 


between his legs. "I want to know." 


He laid his hands at the brunette's hips, pulling their groin's together. The praise and admiration was already 
causing Dave to harden and having the beauty pressed close only made the lust grow. For a moment, the man 
stiffened before relaxing and pressing himself closer, eyes becoming heavy and lidded as he purred, fingers 


gently stroking over Dave's chest and shoulders. 


"You arel" the man beamed, pressing himself closer. "Man, you shred so much fuckin’ better than Hetfield does. 


And your lyrics -" The lust filled eyes fell and the man swayed a little, quietly humming Peace Sells to himself. 
Sitting up, Dave let his lips brush against the brunette's, barely touching him as he hissed, "Go on." 


The man gave a chuckle, arms draping loosely around Dave's neck. "You sing about the real world, Mr 
Mustaine." 


The purr of his name, stated so firmly, made Dave's already inflated ego go into the stratosphere. 

"Why sing about fuckin’ kids nursery rhymes," the man continued, "when there's so much more, right?" 

"Damn right," Dave's voice was barely a purr, low and guttural and his fingers wrapped around the tightly clad 
globes of the man's ass. "What's your name sweetheart? I'd like to give my number one fan a little something 
special, a thank you. But | can't do it if | don't know your name." 

A low chuckle brushed by his ear and the heavy eyes opened. "David. David Ellefson." 

Chuckling, Dave stood and wrapped his arm possessively around David's skinny waist. 


"Come on then, David." He began to move towards the bar's entrance, the cute "fan" pressed close to him. 


The driver of their sleek black care barely registered them as they got in, used to collecting and witnessing 


the antics of the General and his number one fan. 


woun 


Sitting back in the black leather seats of the car, Dave looked at the excited, scantily clad brunette and 
gestured him closer, patting his thighs as he did. 


Smirking, he commanded, "Sit." 


David didn't hesitate, doing exactly as he was told, legs spreading as he straddled the other's strong thighs, 
hands resting lightly on Dave's shoulders. A rumbling purr left the red-head's lips as he slid his fingers lightly 
over his lover's tight stomach, fingers playing over his belly button before easing the torn t-shirt up a little. 
He couldn't contain the shiver that shocked along his spine, the little game turning him on more than he 
thought it would. He'd never expected his little whiter than white farm boy to agree to this but Dave had 
obviously underestimated him. There were hidden kinks; they just needed to be brought out. And Dave was 


sure he'd find each and every one. 


"Yeah.." He eased the t-shirt higher, leaning in to flick his tongue over a pert nipple, listening to David groan as 
the shirt swished back over his body. Hands at David's lean hips, he looked up into the other's lust writ face. 
"You're gonna strip when we get back to the hotel. | wanna find out exactly what I'm bringing back with me. 


Don't want someone who doesn't know how to move." 


As if to empathise his point, Dave rocked his hips up, grinding himself against David's hot, hard groin. He 
couldn't wait to get back to the hotel and watch those clothes be peeled away and discarded like chewing gum. 
Couldn't wait to watch the naked body they held grinding against his, the boy's cock hard against his stomach 
as he begged and pleaded with Dave for release. 


"Anything," David's voice, heavy and growling, caught his attention. "Anything for you Mr Mustaine." 


Once more, his hands crept around to give David's ass a teasing squeeze. "Good boy." 


wun 


The drive to the hotel seemed to take forever although it couldn't have been longer than ten minutes. To pass 
the time and hide his own impatience, Dave let his fingers wander over the trembling body in his lap. It had 
been his for a while now and he still found himself in awe of David, wondering why the pretty brunette didn't 
just up and leave. There had been enough tantrums and arguments that should have forced him to leave. But 
instead he remained faithful, forever at Dave's side, unwavering in the face of everything that was thrown at 


him. 


But, as with every relationship, the sex had become boring, mundane, an activity that held no spark. So when 
David had suggested trying something different, Dave's ear had pricked up and he'd had jumped at the chance, 
brain working overtime as he'd cooked up ideas. This one, however, had been all David's idea, the devious little 


bastard. 


Tipping the mewling, turned on David from his lap, Dave threw open the door before reaching in to grab the 
surprisingly still dressed brunette from the car. If the journey had taken two minutes longer he'd have had to 
restrained the bassist for fear that there would have been clothes everywhere. Not that he would have 


cared; they'd fucked in cars several times but tonight it would have ruined the game. 


As he waited for the elevator, arms wrapped themselves around his waist, lips brushing slyly over his ear as 
that voice purred in his ear, begging and pleading, stoking his ego with sweet words of how good he was, how 
amazing and how his fan suspected he was much better in bed than Hetfield He was happy that David added in 
suspected. If he hadn't.. Well, Dave didn't want to think what would have have happened except that he'd 


probably have been dialling ‘Il shortly afterwards. Now that would have been a tricky one to get out of.. 


The elevator dinged, doors opening to reveal the small mirrored lift room. He pretty much had to throw David 
in, watching as the brunette slammed into the panelled wall, chuckling from beneath his bangs, eyes still lidded 


and skin dusted with the first signs of passionate perspiration. Unable to hold back his own laughter, Dave 
quickly followed, hitting the button for their floor. As the doors closed, he stepped forward, pinning David into a 
corner. Oh yeah.. He was getting into this now. Really getting into it. 


"Tell me more." He placed his hands on either side of the other's head, grinning as David bucked his hips, trying 
to press himself close. "Tell me how great | am. Tell me you want to worship at my feet.” 


Another of those damned chuckles, the ones that went straight through him and to his groin. Some nights, 
when he was loaded to the hilt, Dave couldn't get it up. But it didn't matter how wasted he was because one 
flutter of those eyelashes, one of those damned chuckles and one flick of that thick hair over a shoulder and 
he was ready to go faster than he could say, "Bed. Now!" 


"Because you are." Hands crept into the nape of his neck, tugging his face closer to David's, closer to those 
pout and inviting lips. "You reek of superiority, Mr Mustaine. No one rules the stage better than you do. | don't 
even know why Hetfield keeps trying with you around. You annihilate them. The world doesn't need another band 
like that when there's Megadeth." 


"Yeah?" 
A nod. "Yeah." 


Trailing a hand down the glass, he let his fingers dust over David's groin, feeling the throbbing cock that lay 
beneath his finger tips. Teasingly, he squeezed as he turned his head, watching them in the mirror. He could 
always hit the stop button.. Wouldn't take them five minutes to finish this.. But no, couldn't do that. He wanted 
to switch on the radio, wanted to watch David gyrate that skinny body to some sexy beats. That would be a 
sight worth waiting for. 


The doors pinged open and David was off like a dog from a trap, racing him to the bedroom, hopping 
expectantly from one foot to the next as he waited. There was still time to tease and torment, so Dave took it 
slow, one sultry step at a time as he stalked down his prey, fingers reaching into his pocket for the key. His 
lover seemed to have forgotten their little arrangement, this little game they were playing and, as he finally 


pushed the door open, Dave made sure to remind him of it. 


Flopping onto the crisply made bed, he stopped the excited David with a snap of his fingers, instead pointing to 
the foot of the bed, the ever present smirk never leaving his lips. "Stand there." 


He was surprised when the order was followed, David standing, one hand on a hip and a sultry smile on his lips 
as he let himself be looked over, prize meat for the king. Feigning boredom, Dave rolled over, finding the button 
for the radio. A second later and sexy Latino beats filled the room. It wouldn't have been his primary choice 


but it would suffice for his needs. 


The brunette was already beginning to sway as Dave gave the order for clothes to disappear. Leaning forward 


a little, he reached for his cigarettes, intent on enjoying every second of this. With a crackling hiss, the 


cigarette was sparked and Dave watched through a trickle of smoke as David wandered fingers up his torso, 
pushing the t-shirt tantalisingly higher and higher, his firm, ripped chest being revealed. For a split second, it 
dangled from his fingers, arm outstretched as he smiled before it was flicked away onto a nearby chair. 
Breathing out smoke, he gave a lazy nod, grinning as he indicated that he wanted more. Of course he wanted 
fucking more! This was better than he'd ever imagined and unconsciously, he let his hand slide down his body, 
letting out a groan as he forced his fingers beneath the waistband of his jeans and around his cock. 


Spreading his legs a little, he lay back, giving David his only little show as he carried on watching, slowly 
pumping his cock. He didn't care if he came because it would take him moments, if that, to harden up again. 


Who wouldn't with the lithe David to entertain them? 


Fingers hooked into the belt loops of tight jeans and Dave looked up to just in time to see David give him his 
back. Grinning, he stroked a little faster as the tight jeans were hocked a little higher, showing off the equally 
tight ass that they contained. There was the ripping of a zipper and slowly, painfully slowly, the jeans began to 
come down, millimetre by painful millimetre, revealing minute amounts of flesh. 


It took a painful eternity before those damned blue jeans finally hit the floor, revealing the finest ass Dave had 
ever seen No matter how volatile their relationship, no matter how much people claimed Dave controlled the 
bassist, no-one could dispute that David had the redhead twisted firmly around his little finger. Dave liked to 


think that he ruled their home and their relationship but, deep down, in the pit of his stomach, he knew that 
David controlled everything about him. 


Still stroking himself, he watched as David finally turned to face him, skinny body brimming with confidence as 
he posed and pouted, hands firmly placed on his hips. 


Dave knew his own face showed exactly how excited he was and he cocked a finger, beckoning David closer. 


"Come here." 


Instead, he received a cheeky grin, David taking a step back, eyes sparkling mischievously. So David was gonna 
be a prick tease, huh? Cocking an eyebrow, Dave chuckled and once more beckoned him closer. Again, David just 
grinned and stepped back, playing his little game of hard to get. If David was going to play this game, Dave 


wondered how long he could withhold sex for? In this state, he concluded, not long. 


Still grinning to himself, he watched as the bassist threw open the doors to the balcony and sauntered out 
with exaggerated swings of his hips. He knew he was being watched, knew he had Dave eating out of his hand, 
knew his wily charms would get him what he wanted. Eyes lighting up and body ready to end the painful 
torment and teasing, Dave found himself snatching up the bottle of fruity smelling lube and quickly following, 
clothes being shed in his wake. 


And there he was, the little prick tease, braced against the railings of the balcony as he looked out over the 
brightly lit city, skin eerily lit by the light of the moon Hair fell into those big eyes as he grinned over his 


shoulder, tongue playing over his lips. 


‘lm horny, Mr Mustaine," he purred, voice deep and sultry. "And you did promise me a special thank you." 


Clothes now a long gone memory, Dave found himself leaning against the doors, knees suddenly weak as he 
looked at the tasty treat before him. It took him all of ten seconds to coat his now painful cock with the sickly 
sweet lotion, a quiet reminder popping up in his head to not let David go shopping next time. It was KY or 
nothing. 


And now it was his turn to tease, taking slow steps across the cool concrete floor, watching as David lowered 
his head, hair moving before his face as he panted, trembling a little as his fingers tightened around the 
railings. Reaching out, Dave let his hands trail over a body he knew so well, yet which looked and felt so 
different under these strange circumstances. As David quivered beneath his touches, he felt himself tremble 
with anticipation, enjoying the wait, enjoying driving them both to the point of madness. 


Eyes now so dark they were nearly black, looked up at him from beneath raggy bangs. "Please, Mr Mustaine. 


Please, you promised" 


So close, he was so very close as he let his fingers run down David spine before settling at his ass, silently 
encouraging the other's legs apart. It wasn't really needed because as soon he touched David, the brunette's 


head went back down and his back deepened, presenting his ass. 
"Good boy." Dave heard himself hiss as he pressed himself closer, lips brushing against David's shoulder. 


Rubbing his cock along David's crack, he waited for a moment longer, listening to quiet pants and mewls, the 


body beneath him rocking gently back and forth, begging to be taken and fucked senseless. 


And then his eyes rolled into his head as the tight warmth of his lover enveloped him, moans of pleasure and 
need coming from both of them. With one hand gripping David's hips, the other wound in the thick waves of 
hair, tugging the lust filled face towards him. 


"What does this mean to you?" he panted as he tried to stay upright, knees threatening to give way. 
"Everything, Mr Mustaine," came the sultry reply. "I'm you're biggest fan. Your number one fan." 

That was all he needed to hear, an evening of ego stroking and sexy taunts having pushed him to the brink 
Tugging on David's hair, he pounded into him, harder and deeper as his lover's ass twitched in response to the 
delightful invasion, David's voice crying his name over and over. 

Pressing David against the cool railings, he slithered a hand around him, sliding it over the brunette's hard dick 
"Come for me. Come on, little fan boy, come for me. Scream my name like you do when you see me on stage. 


Scream for me." 


Everything was becoming a blur, the world around him becoming a dizzy haze. It was just him and David now, 


the rest of the world could go and get fucked. All that mattered was this moment, this moment of blissfully 


luscious pleasure, of pounding into the very man who worshipped the ground he walked on and who idolised him 


as if he were a god. 


‘Oh-Oh-" Hair wafted in his face as David threw his head back, eyes closed and lips parted as he rode closer 


to his own orgasm. 


Quietly he groaned as he pressed his lips against David's, savouring the feeling as they moved against his own, 


quietly gasping Dave's name over and over. 


And then his world exploded, body stiffening and trembling as he came deep inside of David, a cry of his 
beloved pet name stifled by his lover's lips. A second later and David fell limp in his arms, still mumbling as he 
coated Dave's fingers with his seed. 


For a moment, they hung against the railings, free falling in the post-orgasmic bliss. Neither, it seemed, wanted 
to move, instead leaning limply against each other, savouring and enjoying. Finally, hazel eyes that showed just a 
hint of mischief opened and a lazy, post sex, smile played on David's lips. 


"Bedtime, Mr Mustaine," he quietly cooed, fingers reaching to push sweaty red hair behind Dave's ears. 
Smiling, Dave could only respond with a nod as he hooked one arm behind David's knees and the other in his 
back, swinging him up into his arms. Arms wrapped loosely around his neck, lips nibbling gently at his ear as 
sweet nothings, words of worship and encouragement were purred into his ear. Kicking the doors shut, he 
gently dumped the brunette onto the bed, watching as the other instinctively spread himself into a sensual 
pose that blatantly screamed "More sex now, please!" 


Dave may have ruled nearly everything, but it was his number one fan who ruled his heart. 


~~~The End 


